KUMBUM
toasted barley flour—tsamba, which we were to come to regard
as the most precious of the products of the earth!
A lama servant led us to a clean room on the firsi floor.
The k'ang had a rug on it. A tea-kettle sang on the edge of a
big tray of live coals. In a corner, on the ground, was a basin
to wash in.
In the middle of the night I was wakened by the sound of
cymbals clashingj a heavy gong being struck, and the
lugubrious notes drawn from shells. Were tKe religious being
called to prayer? Or were the demons of the darkness being
driven off? I lay till daylight waiting to get out of my
sleeping-bag.
Breakfast in the sculptured wooden gallery on to which our
room opened was an unforgettable experience. The gallery
ran round three sides of a courtyard. Opposite us rose a little
disused temple. Under the portico of this, hundreds of
fritters, that gave off a strong smell of frying, were being
dried. All the colours with which the wooden fa?ade of the
little temple and its super-imposed geometrical designs were
ornamented, sang in the sun. Red, gold and brown pre-
dominated. Rose designs, arrows, Tibetan and Nepalese
characters, all blended in a counterfeit of lace work. A great
flagstaff, flying an oriflamme covered with prayers, rose in
the centre of the yard. Near-by, a camel tethered to our
cart was grinding his teeth. And dominating the whole scene
were the many-storeyed roofs of two pagodas built on the
slope of the hill.
The outer fa§ades of the office buildings where we stayed
were painted dark red and had fantastically shaped windows
surrounded by light frames widening towards the base. The
terraces consisted of small beams resting on a thick surface of
fascines neatly cut flush with the fagade. Our first steps
inside the maze of buildings brought us to the enormous
kitchen used for feast days. Three gigantic cauldrons, each
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